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PROGRAM
I
Five Songs from Die Schone Mullerin (Muller) Franz Schubert
Wohin
The soft, clear rippling of the brook draws the young miller to its side. De­
lighted by the sound of its music, he decides to follow the course it takes 
through the world.
Der Neugierige
The young miller, having met his love, asks the brooklet whether his heart 
has deceived him. Does the young miller maid love him, he asks—and in 
the answer lies sorrow or joy.
Tranenregen
Sitting side by side, the miller and his love look into the clear brook in which 
moon and stars and their images are reflected. The miller sees only his be­
loved’s face to whose beauty all nature bows in homage. Suddenly the spell 
is broken by the rush of rain, and—-presaging future tragedy—the miller maid 
says a casual goodnight.
Eifersucht und Stolz
Do you rush so furiously after the rival hunter, asks the miller of his brook. 
Turn, rather, and scold my beloved. Tell her that no modest young lady 
watches so boldly for her lover’s return. But say not a word of my sorrow—- 
say that I sing and play merry dances and tunes upon my pipe.
Trockne Blumen
The miller sings sadly to the withered flowers which are all that remain of 
his early love. You look at me, he sings, with pity as though you know 
my sorrow. One day, she may wander upon the hill and think within her 
heart of my true love. Then will winter depart, and flowers bloom with the 
coming of May.
II
Clair de lune (Verlaine) Gabriel Faure
Your soul is a cool and fragrant grove where masked revelers play in the
moonlight. Beneath the gaiety, sadness steals across your face, even as the
moonlight plays over the marble statues.
Spleen (Verlaine) Gabriel Faure
Tears fill my heart like rain falls upon the city. W hat is this bitter grief 
which—without love or hatred—eats upon my heart?
Mandolines (Verlaine) Gabriel Faure
Beneath the singing branches of the trees, elegant serenaders and their lovely 
ladies exchange sweet nothings in the pale, pale moonlight, while a mando­
line tinkles in the breeze. . . .
C’est l’extase. . . . (Verlaine) Gabriel Faure
Our dreaming languor is like the trembling of leaves, the soft sighing of 
grass, the quiet murmur of the brook in the silver mist. The vibrant song 
of all nature becomes as one with our two hearts in the soft evening. . . .
III
River Night, Op. 68, No. 2 (Frances Frost) Gardner Read
All Day I Hear, Op. 48, No. 2 (Janies Joyce) Gardner Read
Gardner ReadFrom a Lute of Jade, Op. 36
Tears (Wang Seng-Ju, 6th century, A.D.)
The River and the Leaf (Po Chu-I, 7th century, A.D.)
Ode (Confucius, 5th century, B.C.)
I n t e r m i s s i o n
IV
Auf einer Wanderung (Morike) Hugo Wolf
In a lovely town, I hear a voice singing like a choir of nightingales. I  listen 
in delight; then wander on—scarcely knowing how—up a far hillside. The 
world spreads out before me, bathed in golden light. O  World, thy beauty 
fills my heart with joy.
Heb auf dein blondes Haupt (Italienisches Lieder) Hugo W olf
Lift up your golden head, my love. Four things I  have to tell you—you 
must not forget a single one! Know, then, that my heart breaks for love 
of you, that only to you will I  belong, that you alone mean life to me—and 
that my soul delights in you.
Du denkst, mit einem Fadchen (Italienisches Lieder) Hugo W olf
You think to catch me with your loving glance? I ’ve caught another who 
is finer far. . . .  So when you see me smiling, do not be misled. I am in love, 
but—happily—not with you!
Lebe wohl (Moricke) Hugo Wolf
Farewell . . . don’t you know what this word means? You say it easily, and 
with light heart. A  thousand times already I have spoken it—and my heart 
broken.
Nimmersatte Liebe (Moricke) Hugo Wolf
Strange is love. As well try to fill a sieve as try to quench its thirst. I t  has 
wild and ever new delights. Tonight we kissed until our lips were wounded— 
yet we seemed never to have enough. It will always be thus—even Solomon 
with all his wisdom was beguiled by love.
V
Cinq Melodies Populaire Grecques Maurice Ravel
Chanson de la mariee
W ake, my love, to the morning light. See here the ribbon I  bring for your 
lovely hair. Come, beloved—let us soon be wed.
La-bar, vers l’eglise
Out there the church tower glistens; there, too, are many worshippers, oh 
blessed Virgin.
Quel galant
W hat gallant can compare with me, Vasiliki? See my sharp sword and my 
gleaming pistols—and, oh, how I love you. . . .
Chanson des cueilleuses de lentisques
Beloved, thou art more beautiful than the angels. Your golden head gleams 
like a soft sun—and I perish in yearning.
Tout gai!
Lovely are the dancers—gay is the dance.
Coming Events
COLLOQUIUM MUSICUM 
BELA BOSZORMENYI-NAGY 
Monday, May 4—8.30 P. M.—Concert Hall
STUDENT RECITAL 
Wednesday, May 6—12.00 noon—Concert Hall
CONCERTO-ARIA CONCERT 
Wednesday, May 6—8.30 p. m.—Concert Hall
COLLOQUIUM MUSICUM 
BELA BOSZORMENYI-NAGY 
Sunday, May 10—3.00 p. m.—Concert Hall
CHAMBER MUSIC CONCERT 
Monday, May 11—8.30 P. M.—Marshall Room
CHORAL UNION 
Tuesday, May 12—8.30 P. M.—Concert Hall
OPERA SCENES 
Thursday, May 14—8.30 p. m.—Recital Hall
